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One 


Author's Notes: 
The big bowl of oranges sitting on the dining room table-when they started whispering | knew it was inevitable. 
Thanks, Ev, WUV UI 


Lars slid into the opposite booth from James, giving him a nod. With a flourish he unfolded the newspaper he 
had carried in under his arm, leaned his elbows on the table and began to skim the headlines. 


"You look like shit, James," Lars remarked matter-of-factly from behind the paper. 


"G'morning to you too," James mumbled, feeling exactly like shit. He had avoided the mirror this morning but 


was sure Lars was correct in his assessment. Maybe he just needed a second pot of coffee to get going. 


"IF | fucking didn't know better," Lars continued briskly as he turned the page with a snap, "I'd say you were 
drinking again." 


Oh fuck! That bad? James scrubbed his face with his hands, avoiding the area around his mouth. Damn, he 
could barely bring himself to brush his teeth this morning. He leaned back, closing his eyes. He should have 
worn his shades; the sunlight streaming through the coffee shop windows was giving him a murderous 


headache. 

Lars looked around his newspaper, frowned at James then disappeared back behind the financial section. 

"You aren't drinking again are you, James?" 

"No. NO!" James shook his head only to realize seconds later that it only made the throbbing pain behind his 
eyes worse. ‘It's just." Pushing away his plate of barely touched favorite breakfast of bacon, eggs and home 


fries, he started to lower his head to the table. Maybe just a catnap... 


"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?" Lars demanded, throwing his paper down and practically shoving a glass into James' 


face. 


Where the hell did that come from? James knew it hadn't been there seconds ago because he surely would 


have drank it. As it was he found himself reaching for the glass without even pausing to think. 

It's, um, orange juice." James stammered - difficult to speak when one was salivating. 

Lars snorted. "It is so NOT the fucking orange juice | like! Take a look at the fucking color! Shit's too fucking 
redl" Sitting up straight he scanned the restaurant. "Where the hell is the fucking waitress?" So quick to rant, 
the hand holding the glass shook, splashing some of the liquid down the sides. 


Only when James felt Lars cuff him on the head did he realize he was licking the droplets off the table. 


"The fuck you doing?" Lars hissed, grabbing James’ chin and lifting his head, his face thunderous. "Fucking 
WEIRDO! What the HELL is your problem?" 


James couldn't meet Lars eyes. "l. |." 


Lars shoved James' face away and sat back, his lips thin. "You're fucking drunk right now. | can't believe it. 


After all the hard work you did..WE DID FOR YOU! " 


"Uli, no. I'm not drunk. Honest!" But with a sick feeling in the pit of his belly, James realized going off the wagon 
would be far easier to deal with than his real problem. 


"I am so fucking angry, so FUCKING DISAPPOINTED in you, James." Lars stood. "Can't even fucking sit with you," 
his voice filled with pain. "Later... maybe." Shaking his head, Lars left the coffee shop. 


Muthertfuck, he's taken the fucking glass with him! 


Mournfully, James watched Lars' exit. Torn between wanting to run after his best friend and the remaining 


juice on the table, he dabbed his finger into the nectar and sucked it off. 
"Problem?" Kirk's silky voice was in his ear. 

"Nol" He growled and turned his head only to discover Kirk was nowhere to be seen 
"Eat your breakfast, James. You'll feel better.” Kirk softly laughed 

"s cold now." Shit, he was talking to thin air! 

"Not the eggs.. " 

"He means this." 


Startled, James whipped his head around to see Tru sitting in the seat Lars had just vacated; he was holding a 


blood orange. 
"Gimmie that!" James snatched it out of his hand and tore it open 


Frantic to get at the fruit, he never noticed Tru's pleased smile; never noticed the morning sunlight glinting off 


his snaggletooth. He just never noticed. 


